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“If eccentricity really does betoken genius, Poor Pa must be loaded up to an overwhelming extent with the latter commodity. At present he is suffering 
under the delusion that in either Toddles or Snatcher he possesses a future winner of the Waterloo Cup, and for the last day or two he has done nothing but 
shadow the Battersea cats’-meat purveyor, awaiting an opportunity to test the speed of his mongrels. Papa had his chance on Monday last, and seized it 
with as great a gusto as Snatcher did the cats, but hardly with satisfactory results. Battersea spinsters are now thirsting for Dad's blood.’—Toorsie. 


7 NOVEL READINGS OF NEW NOVELS. A PLUCKY SERVANT GIRL. 
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On Apel 2, 1714,two knights of the road, named reapec- 
tively Will Ogden and Tom Reynolds, were hanged, the 
former on his way to the place of execution scattering a 
handful of money among the crowd with the words, 
“Gentlemen, here is poor Will's farewell.” 

The start in life of our knights was humble, “ Will wasa 
waterinan, born in Southwark, and Tom a dung-bargeman, 
born in Barnaby Street ;” but, according to their biographer, 
Captain Charles Johnson, they, “entering into company, 
robbed shops and ships ouring the space of two years with 
considerable success," They then broke into several houses 
in Southwark, among them a jeweller’s, from which they 
extracted twenty-six watches, with the assistance of a 
stranger, who put them upto the job, and who turned King's 
Evidence, when, we are briefly told, without further expla- 
nation, they were lodged in Newgate, tried aud condemned, 
but subsequently pardoned and set at large. 

We come now to a passage in Captain Johnson worth 
quoting fully : “Ogden, one evening, met a parson walking 
home under the light of the moon, and approached him in 
the character of a seaman in great poverty and distress, His 
dismal narrative excited the compassion of the parson, who 
gave him sixpence. The parson had not proceeded far when 


Ogden met him again and theron his Hg lehanth ‘You are 
, . * 2 most i yi ever met with,’ cried the revee 

“A Wild oe “ Between Two Opinior “The Shadow of a Song. the most impudent beggar I ever me » cried 
By Pionuxce Wagiey, Ly ALOERNON Tins By Cech HaRLEY, rend gentleman, Ogden told him that he was in very yreag 
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want, and that the sixpence he had received would not supply his 
necessities, He then gave him half a crown, Ogden said, ‘These 
are very sad tine-, for there's horrid robbing abroad, therefore, if 
you have any more money about you, you may as well let me have 
it as another, who perhaps may abuse you, and, binding you hand 
and feet, make you liv in the cold all night ; and if you'll give me 
Seed money, I'll take care of you and conduct you very safely 
ome, 

“The parson made a virtue of necessity, and gave him all his 
money, Which was about forty shillings. Ogden then said, ‘I see 
you havea watch, sir, You might as well let me have that too,’ 
‘The parson complied, and as they were plodding along, two or three 
fellows came out upon them, to whom Ogden cried, ‘The moon 
shines bright,’ when they let them proceed. They had only gonea 
short way when the scene was repeated, but at last the nm was 
brought safely to his own door. He requested his ful le to go in, 
assuring him that he should receive no injury; but the latter 
declined his offer, The good parson then brought a bottle of wine, 
and drinking to Ogden, gave him the bottle and glass to help him- 
self, upon which he ran away with both,” 

If there be any meaner specimen of & paltry knave than this little 
story affords, I should like to hear of it, But, on other occasions, 
where there was no fear, these fellows could be almost brave. 
They, some two or three of them, mnered Beau Medlicote, and 
commanded him to stand and deliver. ‘The Beau, we are told, pre- 
tended to make some resistance with his sword, but pistols being 

sroduced, he was constrained to yield. There were, however, only.two 
alf-crowns found in his pocket, and one of them was bad, “ Upon 
this he received a complete caning for presuming to carry counter- 
feit money.” 

One more story about these sorry rogues and we have done, 
“Some time after this, Ogden and Reynolds, in company with one 
Bradshaw, the grandson of Sergeant ‘Bradshaw, who condemned 
King Charles I. to death, were watching in a wood for some booty. 
A poor servant girl was returning home from her service with a 
box upon her head. Bradshaw was deemed a sufticient match for 
her; accordingly he alone rushed out of the wood, and seized her 
box, in which were her clothes and fifteen shillings, being all her 
waves for three months’ service. 

“When he had broken up her box and was rifling it, there hap- 
pening to bea hammer in it. She suddenly seized the hammer, and 
gave him a blow upon the temple, which was followed by one 
equally well directed with the claw of the hammer into his wiud- 
pipe, on which the villain immediately expired. 

“Ina short time a gentleman came up, to whom she related the 
whole adventure, and he went up to the deceased, and found in his 

»vockets eighty guineas and a whistle, Perceiving the use of the 
atter, he immediately whistled, when Ogden and Reynolds ina 
moment rushed from the wood; but discovering that it was a 
orn person who gave the sigual, they with equal speed rau 

chk, 

“The gentleman carried the girl before 2 magistrate, became bail 
for her appearance, and being tried, she was acquitted.” 
» J 


. e * * 
Ne a to the eighty guineas?” murmured the Cerulean-Orbed 
udtet, 

“There is no further mention of it,” responded Blue-Blooded 
Billium. “And as to Dashing Highwaymen, I don’t notice no 
dash to speak of.” 

(Neat week, “ Sugar and Water.”) 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. 
= 
*,.° Correspondents wishing their MSS, or Sketches to be returned, 
should inclosea stamped envelope large enough to contain the 
contributions submitied. Do not inclose loose stamps. 


Yours is quite a cheery letter. Glud you like the country, Fay. 
We are always pleased to hear from Old subscribers far away. 
Thanks for interesting relic. Jt's a wonder, BERTIE Price. We 
should give it up, A NOVICE, Since you ask us our advice, E- 
ward the Confessor, PEGGY, Ie the king we think youmean. Sorry, 
GREECE, we cannot tell you; There the Ancient's never been, Some- 
what teo capensive, TAMMIE; ALLY must decline with thanks. 
With a very little trouble, You could aleo do it, MAXX. Glad you 
liked it, ALBERT HAMMOND ; ALLY'S always uv to date, Thanks 

Jor cutting, T. C. HENDICK. Quite unnecessary, KATE. ALLY'S 
a believer, DONALD, In the motte which you quote. Yours must 
have been posted, SANDY, Just before you got our note, 
——, 
. “ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY.” 
The Largest Circulation of any Illustrated Paper inthe World, 


Forwarded to any part of the World, Sarawak and Bechuanaland 
excepted, post free: 
38 Months, 1s. 8d.; 6 Months, 3s. 3d.; 12 Monthe, 6s. 6d. 
In Stamps or P.0.0.'s payable to GILBERT DALZIEL, 
“Tne SLOPERIES,” 99 SHOK LANE, FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C, 


Weekly Contents Bills will be sent post free to Newsagents 
on application, 


PARIS:: 
On sale at all Kivsques and Booksellers’, at 20 Centimes, or by 
special arrangement at our 


PARIS AGENCY, 22 Rug pe La Banque. 
SIX CLAIMS ALREADY PAID. 


£150 


Will be paid to the next-uf-kin of | Man, Woman, Boy, or Girl 
(Iailway Servants on duty ys po ), who skall happen to meed 
with his or her death in a Railway Accident, in any part or 
the United Kingdom, PROVIDED a copy of the current issue of 
“ ALLY SLOPER'S HAL¥F-HOLIDAY"” be found upon the Deccased at 
the time of the Accident, “ALLY SLOPER's HALF-HOLIDAY" ts 
publisned throughout the United Kingdom every Thursday morn- 
ang at 8 o'clock, and the Insurance lasts one week from that time, 
eapiring at 8 o'clock the following Thursday morning, 
JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 
—~ 

“* THERE is no armour against fate,’ yet the wise schoolboy, for 
all that, feels the canea little less when he carries a couple of sardine 
cases, one in each coat-tail pocket."--Mo Gooseley's Potted Philv- 
sophy. °° 


Tle, 1 shall come straight home from the meeting this evening. 
She (with a world of meaning in her voice), kod wind that you 


come home straight, my dear, as well, 
.* 


s 
We read about,“ the glory of the grass ;"” 
And, with all proper deference to the poet, 
If there's a higher glory than man's bread 
When it's well baked, we'd like to have him show it! 


= 
Young Simple. Oh, no! Bai Jove, no! Oh, confound it, no! 
I'm not ass enough to get married, don'tcherknow. 
Tootsie. Really. And how much bigger do you want to be, Mr. 
Simple? oe 
a 


“MY father tukes the chair at a discussion forum on Saturda 
nights,” said one proud echool-boarder ; but his companion wasn't 
going to let the cake go for that, and he weighed in with : “That's 
nothin’. My ole man’s a bumbailiff, an’ 'e takes somebody's chairg 
every day «aud their tables, too, sometimes,” 
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FASHION FANCIES.—By Miss Sloper. 
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ZOO-ILLOGICAL STUDIES. 


“Why, you must be next to a fuol, 
sir!” The Pumacaw, 


“Iam, Iam,” 


i 

itu ; 
Ruth. How is it you don't participate in this noble game, George? 

George. Oh! haw—the fact is, I lost my best eyeglass in the last game I played, 

and, consequently, our side lost the match. I haven't played since, 


Temperance Lecturer. Ah! my friends, 
there's nothing like the pump. hen the 
ship is sinking, the ery is all—— A snggestion for the Music-hall 

A Voice, That's because they've got too | workl. Delieated to lovers of 
much water aboard. loveliness, 


Be 
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Friend, What has become of that advertisement canvasser of 
yours who was so very successfu 

Newspaper Proprictor. Oh, poor fellow! I was obliged to get 
rid of him, First of all he began to lose his imagination, and after 
that he went and joined the League of Truth, and, of course, he 
was no use to me after that. *.° 


THR other day, at a pub, not a hundred miles from Norwood 
Cemetery, a party of mourners entered in order to refresh exhausted 
nature, and while there a woman in the four-ale bar suddenly lost 
her temper and caught the man who was talking to her a ringing 
smack in the face. On seeing this, the chief mourner burst out 
weeping. “What is the matter, old man?” inquired one of his 
friends. “ Didn't you see that?" answered the bereaved one, “She 
did remind me so of poor, dear Sarah.” 


* 
On, woman ! in our hours of E’s— 
Uncertain, coy, and hard to please— 
Why is your mood so different, pray, 
When we are rated double A? 


s 
Roozer. 1 maintain that good sound beer makes a man, 
Waterman, Pooh! bosh! rubbish! fudye! 
Boozer, Well, anyhow it has a good body, and a fine head on it, 
and some spirit in it, and if that isn’t the best part of a man, why, 
call me a teetotaler ! °° 


THE hilarity of some people can never be suppressed. Their 
flow of spirits is an endless river. We know of a young man who 
actually tickled his mother-in-law while they were both taking 
part in the funeral of a dec: teetotaler, when one-half the 
mourners were Plymouth Brethren and the other half Shaker Sisters 
in the usual dancing line. *,° 


In the Club Smoking-room. 
Youngstercus, 1 think, don’tcherknow—er—that married women 
—er—are ever so much jollier than single ones—er—don'tcher- 


know, 
Oldstercus (sadly), Ah, my boy, you're not married yet, or else 
you wouldn't, °° 


Spooner, Oh, my dearest Tettie, will you allow me to be your 
Easter offering? 
Tottie, \€ | may do just as I like with you, 
Spooner delighted). Oh, yes! of course you may. 
Lottie, Then | shall send you on like | do my Christmas cards to 
my red-haired cousin, who uever gets any. 
e¢ 


s 
“You can always tell in a second whether it's a cold, influenza- 
making day at the ‘Friv.’” “Why, how's that?” “Because the 
floor's all covered with violet powder.” ‘ What's that got to do 
with it, stewed canary?" “Why, don't chew see?—the gals get 
a-sneezing so hard that it shakes off all the Bloom o’ Ninon, Hard 
On ‘em, ain't it, old chappie?" ° 


Tuffun, What rot it is to talk about the dog being “man’s best 
friend,” and honest and faithful, and all that, 

Yunker, Why, isn't he? 

Tuffun. No, Look at that dog of old Jobbs's ; he’s a regular 
slanderer. 

Yunker. Oh, I say! draw it mild. 

Tuffun, Well, anyhow he's a backbiter, as you'll find to your 
cost if you get over the fence. « « 

a 


First Perfect rg A Garn, he ugly-faced chimpanzec! Yer— 
Sceond Perfect Lydy. Wugly? ‘Fire! If l was ony ‘alf as hugly 
as you, I'd shy a stone at my own face and run away, 


> 
His manners are exceedingly correct, 
They tell me he is very nice; 
But, tho’ his moral character may be without defect, 
I wouldn't have him—not at any price ! 


It's a fact, in which we all concur, 
That women should be free from every sin; 

Dut, reader, when it comes to men, we ladies all prefer 
A little spice of wickedness thrown in. 


ess 

Town Man, You look pale, old man. What's the matter? 

Suburban Man, Had a very narrow squeak this morning. The 
kitchen hearthrug caught tire, and I just managed to get it out in 
time. In another two minutes I should have had the Volunteer 
Fire Brigade in the erases you know what that means. 

Town Man, By Jove! that was an escape. 
ss 


s 
“Wonprovs are the differences which exist even in the smallest 
and most insignificant things.” So said the Bath-bun-and-glass- 
of-milk would-be philosopher. It was SLOPER himself who 
answered, “ Yes ; it’s all true, my lad. Take a tin tack, for instance. 
The difference as to b iponaned bir sit down sudden-like on the head 
or the point is indeed remarkable. I noticed it myself years ago. 

Yes! I'll take another just this once.” 

sf 


Young Sharpshins, Dad, what is the difference between celery 
and salary ? 
Old Sharpshins, There is a difference, my boy. 
7 
* 
Overheard in Neighbourhoud of Fleet Street. 


Literary Amateur. I get so fogged sometimes over the use of 
would, could and should. 

Literary Professional, It's simple enough, my boy. Look here, 
now. You could lend me ten bob, and if you would do so, I should 
be much obliged. 

Literary Amateur (as he takes his departure a poorer but a 
wiser man), Humph ! a somewhat expensive lesson, 

es 


s 
JONES has a curious reason for wearing a hood to his ulster. 
“One of the greatest nuisances going," says that excellent youth, 
“is the fact that you often get copped by the noise you make in 
giving a kiss. Now, if the gal’s willing, and you wear a good size! 
hood, you can draw it right clean over her head, so that the sour! 
is altogether deadened.” es 
s 


Wife, Won't you take your umbrella this morning, John ?—it 
looks a little cloudy, doesn't it? 

Ife, L think not, dear, You see, I'm going toa meeting to-night, 
and as I shall leave eariy, | don't U hink—oh, just so, love! 


Believe not some aspersive tongue, 
. sent ie be ; 
ut Judge the tale inaptly sprun 
And add a fact or (eo, ail 


a s 
Adwmiring Guest (lovking over Parvenoo's art treasures), Abi. 
Sapa portrait! Yes, of course. Capital! Very good indeed ! 
Cxcellent likeness! Were you ever done in marble? . 
Purvenoo, No-o-0, 1 don’ r'member as ‘ow | éver ‘ad any dealin’s 
in marble, but | was once let in for nigh on a thousan’ poun’s over 
a deal in slates, x 
s 


SLOPER has come to the conclusion that the quality of the spirit+ 
sold in London bars isa disgrace to humanity. It was only the 
mixing of the fusel oil in the Scotch with the petroleum in the 
Irish that made him so very bad the other night. His head wis 
affected. Tosce him creeping under the bed, and trying to gna\ 
off one of the legs, because he thouzht he was a Polar bear, woul:! 
have touched even the heart of Sir Wilfrid Lawson, Oh! that 
drinks would blend better, and that fifteen years’ old Scotch could 
be had at 1d, the gallon! 


ir 


st 


ir 
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TOOTSIE ON THE BALLET. 


— 


“TeERHAPS,” says Albert Smith, in his “Natural History of the 
tallet Girl,” a somewhat scarce book now, “it has never been your 
good (or ill) fortune to be 
much behind the scenes at a 
theatre, because, if you have, 
and ventured to a morning 
rehearsal, it is not unlikely, 
should you blunder through 
the darkness into the green- 
room, you will 
there find asmall, 
pale child under- 
going a lesson 
from the ballet- 
mistress before 
the others arrive. 
She has on a 
curious dress-bal- 
let from the waist 
downwards, ordi- 
nary walking cos- 

tume above that 
- point. This is the 

Hlet-girl in her 
first stage of tran- 
sition from the 
flying fairy —the 
stages being fairy, 
extra, corps de 
ballet, and cory- 
The Imp of the Clock: phée. Hitherto, 

¥. PaRDUE, she has only been 
sinng toa wire and moved across the stage with a wreath of calico 

tlowers in her hand to herald in a benignant genius, or guide a 
rightful prince to his love, or perhaps she has been perched upon 
an aérial machine to wave a silver yard measure with a star on the 
top; but now she is, for the first time, allowed to touch the earth 
before an audience. Her pay is at present very little—perhaps a 
shilling a night, and for this she has to trot backwards and 
forwards upon her thin legs, between her home and the theatre, 
sometimes four times a day,and it is possible she may live at 
Islington or Kensington, 

“This goes on for two or three years, and she is then possibly 
regularly apprenticed to a ballet-master. Her life is here not 
altogether passed in attitudes, or on the points of her toes, She 
may be called upon to execute the domestic pas of fetching the 
beer, or even peeling the potatoes for the Terpsichorean diuner ; 
and her leisure time, when she gets any, which is very seldom, is 
passed in sitting with her fect in a peculiarly agonising pair of 


Katrina: 
Luigia CERALr. 


Two of the Cut’. 


stocks, which induce the power of pointing the toes, uutil they 
‘orm a line with the leg. At Inst she finds herself pronounced 
competent to dance with others, and gradually working her way 
from the rear ranks to the second, or, if not that, immediately 
behind it, she has fifteen shillings a week—a perfect fortune.” 

But this was written in 187, and things have changed a good 
deal since then, so perhaps a ballet-girl’s life in 1893 may not be 
quite such a hard one. Anyhow, she now has a club, The Dook 
Snook informs me that when at one time he resided in a mansion 
in the Old Kent Road it was his habit to zo home by what was 
called the“ last boat,” otherwise “'bus,” aud that he often travelled 
with a ’bus-full of ballet-girls. He found them to be a mature and 
even matronly class of female, and their discourse turned on last 
and next Sunday's dinner, on their “old man,” the babies and the 
washing. Their bowers of domestic bliss were built down Hercules 
Buildings way,a somewhat grimy part of transpontine London, and 
very different from the dazzling detis of delirious delight eer had 

left behind then at the Alham- 
bra, of which, by the way, they 
never spoke, 

Do men or women most admire 
ballets, I wonder?) Though but 
eighteen, I conf::ss I have scen 
ballets that I thought tiresome, 
but I have never gone to sleep in 
front of them as I hive seen men 
ao, But the ballets of a few years 
age were slow compared to 
those of to-day. There is 
more story in them, and 
the costumes grow better 
and better with each new 
production. In the grand 
Cat Ballet, Xatrina, at the 
Empire, such gorgeous 
effects are achieved as 1 have 
never secn before, and the expense 
of putting the piece on the stage 
must have been no trifle. The 
story is simple but amusing, being 
the adventures of a student and 
his cat in Catland ; adventures 
which, in the end, turn out to have 
heen but a dazzling dream, full of 
cats, birds, fairies and imps, 
Very goud work is done by Caval- 
lazzi, Ada Vincent, Luigia Cerale, 
Simone Elia and little lardue, 
ee me the Lagsled Reine oereainly 
MALVINA Cay don’t’ look much like the _las' 

I ee ALLASE: boaters the Dook Snook describes. 
oe Round the Town still holds its place in the bill, and is very 
beer as and the variety entertainment is good. Leopold Wenzel’s 

right and exhilarating music to Katrina is charming. 
you want to go and see a good show go to the Empire. 


° 
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THE GIRL I LEFT BEHIND ME. 


AWAY from her I lightly sped 
i Without a thought of sadn 83; 
No tender parting word I said, 
_ But whistled in my gladneas, 
No beauteous maiden’s witching charms 
Had power in town to bind me. 
I recked not of the outstretched arms 
OC the girl L left behind me! 


She looked on my departing form, 
And dismal moans she muttered, 

But though anon, beneath a storm 
Of agony, she uttered 

A long, loud, broken-hearted shout, 
No burning tears did blind me. 

1 did not care a curse about 
The girl 1 left behind me! 


Yet don’t your spite upon me thrust 

, Until you've solved my riddle, and 

Found out that I'm no awain, but just 
aA train upon the Midland 

And, if | northward speed, why, it’s 
The doom by fate assigned me ; 

While on St. Pancras platform sits 
The girl 1 left behiud me! 


——— --e- —— 


A BITTER BIT O’ TRUTH. 


“MAN that is born of woman” is small change, and most of it 
bad. He goeth home late at night, and leaveth his latchkey in the 
door; and the cap ceng a arriveth and maketh bad times for the 
landlady until the door is open. He placeth his trousers over the 
end of the bedstead, sothat the right leg thereof descendeth into 
his morning bath. He depusiteth his waistcoat on the floor, and 
his money rolleth under the bed, and he forgetteth the fact, 
whereby the servant gil is greatly enriched, and her cousin 
the trooper, in the 2nd Life Guards, drinketh much ale at her 
expense, 

n the morning he awaketh in bed, with one boot still on, and 
he steppes out upon hia waistcoat and crusheth his watch, where- 
Ha e useth strange words, mostly beginning with acapital letter. 

e blameth his want of foresight in placing his left boot in his 
bath, and objurgateth the cat that has eaten the breakfast, which 
the servant girl aforesaid, after much kuocking, had placed on the 
mat outside his door. 

He hy Sige that he exchanged hats overnight with the civil- 
spoken but poor person he passed in the park. He thinketh that 
_ senily of drinks is proportionable to the headache succeeding 

hereto. 

He entreateth his landlady to wait another week, which she 
refuseth, whereat he waxeth sad. 

Poor man! A blank indeed seems life on “the morning after,” 
when all that remains of last night's revelry isataste in the mouth 
like ns oue had been sucking a bushel of jenny pieces ! 


Heigho! 
Sea 


THE OLD, OLD STORY. 


It was a pretty sight, a distinctly pretty sight. There, upon the 
richly brocaded fauteuil in the exquisitely furnished boudoir, sat 
the fair Robesia De Loasy, and at her feet knelt Henrico de Mont- 
morency Mudde. Robesia was a beauty of the most bewitching 
type, with a superb form and faultlessly chiselled face, 2 complex- 
ion of cream and cherries, eyes as blue as the Westminster Gazette, 
a mouth like a crack in a rosebud, and hair like the clusterjof baby 
leaves upon the blooming nut-bush in early August, when it is 
made luminous with the golden sunshine that issues from the 
portals of the morning. 

All this—and more—young Henrico noted as he knelt there and 
breathed his heart-inspired proposal. 

“I know my income is small—very small,” he said, in spasmodic 
but earnest jerks, “ but I have an excellent prospect of promotion, 
Oh, say ‘yes,’ Roby—only say ‘yes.’ Surely we might manage 
co id manage on thirty-two and sixpence a week—don't you 
think so?” 

Robesia’s eyes were fixed upon the carpet. Impatiently she 
tapped the priceless Persian tapestry with her dainty little satin 
slipper, and replied, rather impatiently : i 

bed Toubtiens, dear, we could live somehow—but, personally, I think 
I'd prefer being comfortably dead!" : 

@ only gave one long bitter sigh, like the typical incoming of 
the month of March; and the butler, who answered the bell, 
showed him out. 


———_>——_—_—_. 


LOVE'S ALPHABET. 


I Love my love with an A and B, 
Because she is Always Bright. 

1 love my love with a O and D, 
Because she's my Chief D-licht, 

] love my love with an Band F, 
Because she’s Exceedinz Fair. 

1 love my love witha @ and H, 
Because of her Golden Hair. 

] love my love with an Tand J, 

; Because a dant a = S., - 
love my love with a 
Because she's a he at Maid, 

1 ‘ove my love with an N, O, P, 
Because she Not Often Pined. 

1 love my love with a Q and R, 
Because she is Quite Refined. 

I love my love with an § and T, 
Recause of her Sweetlips Twain, 

1 love my Jove with a U_and V, 
Because she is all Un-Vain, 

1 love ny love with a W, x, 

For she'll all good Wives "Xrel. 

I love my love with a wise Y 
And a wise, wise heart as well! 


HIS VIVA VOCF. 


Say, boys—whatever do you mean when you wink the other— 
no, that’s not it—there must be a ae many of you, readirs of 
“Storer,” who have braved the slings and arrows of a public 
examination, either in Law, or Medicine, or Bankruptcy—or what 
not, and know what it is to have to pull yourselves together for the 
dread ordeal. You have borne the heat and burden of many days, 
and “readied” in your noddles a dozen good answers to likely quea- 
tions; you have burned the midnight oil to the detriment and 
destruction of many lamp chimneys—ay, and there have been 
knotty points that have caused you to seek the retiremeut of the 
private bar of the King and the Kipper to ponder over. : 

Freddy Femur had done a good deal of this kind of pondering 
over his M.B., and his concentrated mode of living had produced 
in him a blotched countenance, a pair of cherry-encircled eyes, and 
a palsied hand. It waa his third and last attempt, and he funked 
it even as a casual does acold tub, Pausing Spon the very portals 
of the dreaded chamber, he gasped in a tremulous tone to a young 
but sober freshman : é : : 

“ Smithers, old fellow, I'm awfully afraid I shan t pass.’ 

“Not pass?” responded Smithers, “ Well, ['ll wager there's one 
exam, you've got an excellent chance of passing. 

“ \V-w-what's that?” 

“Your post mortem,” F ; ae? 

And then he went in before the examiners, and felt like bringing 
that particular exam, on right away. 
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TWO MEN 


-_ > 


THEY had quarrelled, as men do quarrel in Texas, 

sake Ualecios nt renaeeing Sack to his dug-out across the 
sane ‘exas plains, The was blisteringly hot, scarcely a bre: 
of wind stirred the f is A etiaees 
long, languid sand- 
grass, Ten weary 
miles lay between 
him and his ranche, 

His flask was 
empty, his tonguc 
was parched. His 
eyes rested on a 
snug, well-built log 
shanty, and his first 
impulse was to rein 
up. With a scowl 7%... 
he remembered ¢f °° — 
that Abram Gory 
lived there. Then 
he felt another kind 
ee thirst —for 


He gave his mare 
the signal to stand, 
and walked in the 
direction of the 
shanty. He got 
over the rails and 
wriggled close up 
to the log wall of 
the shanty; then, 
raising himself to 
the window, he 
peered cautiously 
through, his revol- 
ver in his hand, 

There sat his foeman stretched out in a hammock-chair, a giant 
in repose, and opposite him, darning socks, sat a girl of twenty or 
thereabouts—a girl with a mild, pleasant face—and Jake guessed 
that girl looked real good. 

He turned away from the window a trifle sheepishly and mady 
his ly ge to where his mare was standing nibbling at the grass, 

He just fixed his tocs in the shoe-stirrup, when, turning to 
look at the shanty, he saw away on the plain beyond a long, 
wriggling line among the grass. He knew that dark line, and he 
mutt under his breath, “ Ingins!" 

He reckoned he was all right. Here was the fleetest mare in 
Donley County, if not in all Texas, whinnying to his touch, and 
the redskins were half a mile to the rear. As for Abe, it looked a3 
if Jake would have to forego the satisfaction of letting daylight 
into the cuss after all. Somehow he felt kinder sorry. Abe was 
ioe too Epod eal bo 
cry y reds; 
he | nord to be 
laid out like a gen- 
tleman with a 
clean billet in 
some well - fitted 
saloon in the 
centre of villas 
tion, sv toe . 

Then rk e 
thought of that 
girl! And a big 
. oath came from 
his beard. It was 
her peril he was 
swearing at. He 
stood a moment 
irresolute, then, 
looping the rein in 
his arm, he walked 
back to the 
shanty boldly this 
¥ time, 

He gave the 
door a kick with 
his knee, then en- 
tered. As he did 
so, Abram, clap- 
ping, his hand on 

he “gun” behind 
him, shouted 
quick and stern, 
“Hands up!" 


Across the plains, 


He looked through the window. 


© Say, not before a lady,” replied Jake. 

Then he whispered, “ Redskins,” and jerked his thumb over his 
shoulder, Abram Gory's beard bristled with terror. His “boys” 
were all away, There was only his sworn enemy there, 

“Say, Jake,” he sneered, “it's sorter unexpected a friendly warn- 
ing from you.” 

I came lookin’ around to draw a bead on you, Abram Gory,” 
replied Jake, “ but I saw a lady present, and I'm ‘powerful strong 
on etiquette, an'—an’ thar’s no time to stand chatterin’. Guess this 
ain't Congress, and them hell devils ‘Il be here d‘reckly.” 

The girl was pale now. She crept to Abram's arm and clutched 
it. He looked at her and groaned, 

“ Say,” said Jake, “my mare's in the enclosure ; and she’s fast.” 

“ Rachel,” said Abram, hoarsely, © that man's my sworn foc, Will 
you take his offer and let him save you, while I stand and face—" 
But she stopped him with a hurried “ No, no, no!" 

“Reckon you've fired wide,” drawled Jake, “Thar's on'y room 
for ove in my sad- 
die, and the lady 
mustn't wait,” 

They led the 
trembling girl out 
towards the railing 
where the mare was 
standing. Jake, the 
rough cowboy, took 
off his hat with an 
awkwardness that 
had its own grace 
as he gave her the 
reins, Abe swung 
her into the saddle, 

“Yahip! Home. 
my beauty!” said { 
Jake, and away she 1) 9) 
went like the wind. 

“ Hu-hu-hu-hu!” 
whooped the In- 
dians, springing up 
from the grass and 
rushing towards the 
Inan, 

Abe, his eyes fixed 
in wonderment, 2s 
turned to the cow- 
boy and said, 
“ Shake!" and they 
shook, 

Then they stood 
back to back to 
fight like panthers. 

And now. when folks show you the wooden cross that marks 
where they fell, they impress on you that nothing induces socia- 
bility better than a little co-operative fighting. 


Fighting like panthers, 


“Why, Clarissa, that must be Edward going into the 
pawnbroker’s. What can it mean?” “Oh, ma, I 
shouldn't wonder it’s the rich uncle he talks about.” 


_° Miss Sloper will be delighted to receive photographs from those 
of her friends whose portraits have not yet been inserted, 


TOOTSIE’S FRIENDS. 


SS 
Sy 


No. £78.— Miss AMY AUSTIN. 
“ Prithee, maiden, emile upon thy slive.* — The Dook Snook, 
—Lord Bob, 


“Oh, that my love woul! heirken to my 8 1it."— The Lon. Billu. 


“ Bewitched am I by Amy'ssaucy glances.” 


“ Don't think mueh of the book, You could have written it!" 


DISTINGUISHED PEOPLE 


Ww A $s 
SAW. 


(1) It wis the nicht o’ the Annual Soirée, ye ken, an’ the committee felt that in 
eccurin’ the Rev. Donal’ Mcllvane they had secured a oncr as far as humour wis 
concerned, 60 the Laird supplicd him wi’ a’ the droll yins he could think o', 


ALLY 


Se) 


”* said the Fminent to Mr, George Moore, * here's an idea for an ‘uncon- 
ventional’ play, which we might do between us, and I haven't the slightest doubt 
Sims will spring a couple of hundred pounds for self and partner. I propose 
striking out new ground by starting with Act IL, which will be*A Wood.’ Uncon- 
ventionality, you will observe, extends to the very scenery. Enter a mysterious 
individnal, whom I shall call the Stranger, who says, *The last anxiety of my life 
draws near. I shall see her on whom my soul dotes, and, come what may, I must and 
will possess her!* Enter Susan, the wife of a common sailor, Susan says, ‘ You sent 
for me, my lord ?* To which the Stranger replies, * Let us fly while there is yet time!’ 
and attempts to embrace her, when enters William, her husband, who cries, ‘Susan ! 
and embraced by a stranger! Oh, this is too much!'and burying his face in his 
hands, weeps. (1) Tableau!” “ Fine!" cried Mr. Moore. “I think so. And now, 
George, we come to Act II.,*A Gloomy Subterraneous Dungeon,’ in which a Bleeding 
Nun is discovered.—(2) She says, ‘ Away, dull gloom, and with old Christmas checr 
The Halls of Dazzling Light at once appear!" and waves a wand. Suddenly clock 
strikes, ‘Ha! the hour has not yet come!’ she cries, and, with a wild shriek, vanishes 


THE SOIREE. 


natural on yin occasion——” 


SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


“ Yes, madam, your photograph has come out splendidly; and now 
would you like to be enlarged ?” 
“Stee iy” 


(2) “ A’ve been told some unco comical stories by oor excellent freend, the 
Laird, aboot a puir half-witted cratur called McNab, Weel, this puir 


‘Saturday, March 18, 1893, 


ARTISTIC - 
|, ENLARGEMENTS 


“ Jack wants me to take a voyage in his 
yacht. I have inclosed sketch of costume, 
which, I think, will be suitable for the occa 
sion, Do you like it, dear?" — Extract 
Srom Letter of Young Lady. 


amidst thunder and lightning. The walls fall with a crash, discovering Act III. 
* Deck of William's Ship.’'" © Terribly grand!" gasped Mr. Moore, wiping the per- 
spiration from his brow. “It is,” said A. SLOVER, modestly. “ Now enters Rei 
Rover, a Pirate. ‘I have sworn,’ says he, ‘to release William, wrongfully accused of 
striking his superior officer, disguised as the Stranger, or perish !'——(3) Enter ene 
George Barnwell. ‘Then die!’ says he, and stabs him, adding, ‘So much for Buck- 
ingham!'" “Splendid !" observed Mr, Moore, and patted A. SLOPER on the back, 
who blushed, bowed, and continued. ct IV., ‘Interior of Cottage.’ Storm without. 
Enter Count Friberg. ‘Strange!’ rays he. ‘I thought this was the cottage of honest 
Kelmar, but, if I mistake not, ‘tis that of Dame Hatley.’ Enter Grindoff, a Miller. 
Count F.,‘Ab!' Grindoff, ‘Ah!'——(4) Tableau! I thought it best to leave tlic 
audience mystified here and come to Act V., ‘The Road to Arlingford.’—— (5) Enter 
from opposite directions Captain Crosstree, no longer disguised, and a noble named 
Don Cwsar. Captain C., ‘I am Captain Crosstree!* Don C., ‘And Iam the King of 
opie !"| There,” said A. SLOPER, ‘that's as far as I have got at present.” — (6) 
“Enough !" cried Mr. Moore, grasping his hand,“ there's money in every line of it!" 


(3) “As ye were sayin’, Mcenister, it wis a vera lively evenin', an’ vir 
improvin'’; but haste ve back again, an’ Aw’l tell ye some mair dcevili::: 
funny stories aboot McNab,” 


Saturday, March 18, 1893.] 


about a record for this time of the year. Good old Clerk of the Weather! On we go.—Bravo, /igether met in dea 
Cleveland, nobly done! The speech has you great credit done :—A_ frightful landslip here we see, — your life—“ SLOPER for merry 
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ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 85 } 


) 


(ZA 


\\ 


$s \ 

: 

TES - ’ 

SV \ ’ 

i fee 4 

¥ 2G 4S 

a 4 AN 
ee Nea AWS 


E MQ MDAQNZ 
SS 


agree 
—_——_— 
——<—<——— 


2 - = En: Gous-Cas- 

OUR WEEKLY WHIRLIGIG. 4 
If the present weather is a specimen of what they are to expect throughout the coming Spring = ererywhere :—St. Patrick for ould Oircland gay Is bosh, for now'tis Sli pers Day :—The Cantab 

and Summer, Englishmen can congratulate themselves. A fortnight of continued fine weather is = cor. with his suars Bet We must confess, now takes the bun:—Two Deptfordites, the other day, 

y 


Sray cof you will not take me hed our wife, Well, then I must new take 
r 


eland !" is the c hat has lately been adopted by Irishmen iH} ‘ 


t . 
And Sandgate Solk in terror flee:—There's football here and football there; In fact, we find it generally, Good biz. this for the old Josser, is it not}—THIé SLOPERIAN SHOWMAN. 


teal E 
GOOD SITUATION. 
Footman under Butler, apply ® * * & 


i 1 
Li Joeman at hack, W ~ so 
mie with such au ola rhein at that pretty girl wasting her 


[ The old fossit 1 @ millionaire and the girl is his wife. 


“Some wretched ‘cad" has pilled me out o' this club. Wonder 
who it can be? ‘* Shouldn't wonder if it’s yourself ’” 


“There, if it hatln't been Sunaay, we might have got in and lovked over the house.” BORED TO DEATH! 
“Well, never mind ; we might get over and look into it, you know. Ancient punishinent— still cxtant, 


aaa Pe? aka PY ae .. Oe Os em 8 ee a eee — a ee 
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ALLY-CAMPANE. 


——— 


ALTHOUGH receiving Ho sympathy from a hard-hearted jury, the 
young man who at Manchester, the other day, sued his wayward 
: sweetheart for 
breach of promise of 
marriage deserves at 
least commendation 
for his pluck, A 
nan must possess 
more than the aver- 
aye amount of phys- 
ic courage who 
fights a battle of this 
description. The 
male sex have 
hitherto been 
looked upon as 
downtrodden crea- 
tures—little more, in 
fact, than the slaves 
of Loveliness ; but, 
having at length 
asserted themselves, 
it is to be hoped that 
they will now gather 
in a few of the 
‘a’pence os well as 
the kicks of this 
world. The fair sex 
will in future have 
to look to them- 
selves. Even 
Kvelina is now uuder strict supervision, aud there is little fear of 
her now jilting Alexandry, oes 
* 


THe Annual Dinner of the Engine Drivers and Firemen of the 
Midland Railway will take place on Good Friday at the Cricklewood 
Tavern, Child's Hill, NW. A. SLOPER has been invited, as usual, 
Unfortunately, though, he can’t turn up, having promised) Mr, 
Warner to act as umpire ina Hot Cross Bun Competition the Hon, 
Billy takes part in at the Welsh Harp, 

s¢ 
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WITH reference to Mr. W. T. Stead’s assertion that he is helped 
in his work by spirits who dictate to him all he writes, ALLY says 
he can go one better than that without an effort, for the whole of 
his talented staff have to be plied with spirits before they can write 
aline. ALLY's own favourite familiar is “ Unsweetened,” 

7? 
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AFTER awonderfully successful occupation Mr. and Mre. Henry 
Gascoigne have at length retired from the management of the 
Marylebone Theatre, and are now in search of pastures new. That 
success may attend them in all their coming efforts, and that they 
may hit the taste of their future patrons as admirably as they have 
their past ones, is the heartfelt wish of A. SLOPER, 


s 

GET out your costumes of dark and light blue, girls ; make up 
your betting-books, and above all, be extra loving to your favourite 
mashes, The University Boat 
Race takes place next week, and 
what well-regulated girl is there 
that does not wish to attend? 
The race is, of course, of secon- 
dary consideration ; but what fun 
there is, and what opportunities 
for flirtation, when going down 
by road? Boat Race Day is 
doubtless the day of all days for 
frolic, and should be eagerly 
looked forward to by the ladies, 
as it offersa rare opportunity for 
the display of those toilets which 
go so far towards making their 
8€X 50 charming. . 


s 
THE Mildewed Maestro has 
this day been graciously de- 
lighted to confer the “ Award of 
Merit” upon JAMES GLOVER, 
because he knows how to compos: 
bright and tunefub — music. 
“Feyther,” warbled the Blue- 
Eyed Bantam, “ whenever | see 
Jimmy a-wieldin’ the bfiton, it 
always makes me feel that 
blessed envious 1 could cat my 
‘end. If you'd only let me take 
na few music lessons now, 
might lull you to slumber of afternoons with five-finger exercises 
and scales,” But at that awful threat the Mouldy One arose in his 
wrath, and the musical education of the Azure-Orbad is indefinitely 
post poned, tele 
s 


In M. Alban and Mdlle. Stella, Mr. J. N. Maskelyne has secured 
an undoubtedly talented pair, and their extraordinary and clever per- 
formances, as now exhibited at the Egyptian Hall, should draw 
huge crowds to that veritable “ home of mystery.” Mr. M. B. Spurr, 
too, who is also a new comer, shows much versatility in an ex- 
tremely diverting musical sketch which forms another important 
item of what is really an exceptionally excellent programme. The 
Egyptian Hall is the place to be visited at the very earliest oppor- 
tunity. es 

Ld 


As was naturally to be expected, Mr. and Mrs. Kendal’s tenancy 
of the Avenue Theatre bids extremely fair to once more revive the 
fallen fortunes of 
that somewhat un- 
fortunate but pretty 
and convenient 
house. The revival 
of Zhe Ironmaster, 
Mr. Pinero’s clever 
adaptation of 
Ohnet’s drama, Le 
Maitre des Forges 
has been dealt with 
so fully by the news- 
paper press, that any- 
thing like detailed 
criticism here is quite 
unnecessary ; and 23 
the space at our dis- 
rvosal is extremely 
imited, we must 
content ourselves 
merely with an ex- 
pression of admira- 
tion of the excellent 
manner in which the 
play is interpreted, 

rh 


THE entrance to 
the Brighton Alham- 
bra is often beauti- 
fully decorated with 
“Awards of Merits belonging to artistes who are engaged there 
at the time, Whenever A, SLOPER sves them, his natural modesty 
overcomes him.and he is compelled to seek shelter at Muttou’s, 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY, 


AN evening spent at the London Pavilion Music-hall during the 
carly part of last week resulted in A, SLOPER donning his puzzling- 
cap, — How Victor 
André works his 
hew sensation is be- x. 


yond — his concep- (re 
tion, Even now that / See 
\ 


he has spent the last 

few days in experi- / | 

menting, he feels 

none the wiser—per- + \ \ 

haps it is becruse / ae 

Mrs, Sloper is a little ( J \ ys 
oak 


too large to insert 
into Jubilee’s toy 
cannon. Under all 
circumstances the . 
Eminent has no, , 
hesitation in advis- ‘i 
ing his readers to < 
visit the Pavilionat ¢ 

an early period, If \ 
they are not mysti- \ 
fied he will be dis- 
appointed, The 
rogramme is doubt- 

ess one of the 
strongest and best 

in London, 


Mr. PAUL Bre- oar : 
TON, F.O.8., professional song-writer and cartoonist, is going to 
absquatulate to Canada with his Sloperian Entertainment. He has 
our best wishes and a perfect right to use “Bretons Never will be 
Slaves" as his motto, provided he sends the usual fee in stamps 
to “ The Sloperies,” oe 

* 


Mr. WILL HALtt, the character comedian, whose permanent 
address is Ladywood, Birmingham, is “ good business.” He uses, 
as his Official Seal, the Eminent’s Hat, with the words, “ ALLY 
Storer, Friend of Man, 1d. on the Bottle,” round it. Another 
instance of where there's a Will there's a way—of doing the thing 
cheese-ily. *.° 


THE place at Hampstead, now occupied by a member of Mr. Glad- 
stone's family, affords ample opportunity for the G.O.M. and the 
F.0.M. to meet. Whenever Witltam Ewart runs up to see his rela- 
tive, he sends ALLY a wire, and they take tea and winks together 
in the Vale of Health, 9 


WE believe it is usually considered correct, when writing a para- 
graph on the al a of Spring, to make some allusion toa young 
man’s fancy lightly turn- 
ing to thoughts of love. 
A. SLOPER is not exactly 
® young man, although, 
when it comes to love- 
making, he’s as juvenile as 
anyone. But his thoughts 
don’t lightly turn to love 
in Springtime—not they ; 
he's got over that incipient 
stage long ago—and the 
approach of Spring heralds 
for him atime of troubles, 
blizzards, snowstorms, 
poets with fearsome odes, 
and numerous other un- 
pleasantnesses. Is it alto- 
gether unnatural, there- 
fore, that, even at the risk 
of being called cynical and 
unromantic, the Anti- 
quated should ejaculate, 
“Spring be dlowed 1s 


* 

THE Deringers, George 
and Jennie, both F.O.8.’s, 
and known as the “ Smart 
Two,” are artistes worthy 
of public favour. The : 
cachinatory couple in their burlesque of the “ Corsican Brothers,” 
should not be missed. George, it eppeers, has been on a bed of 
sickness for the last three months, but he is picking up now, and 
getting ready for more cachinations, we arc glad to say. 

nd 
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Now, then, all ye backward ones, A. SLOPER gives you just one 
more chance of earning a good-sized blessing by subscribing to- 
wards his “ Christmas Appeal,’ the list for which will close in the 
issue for 25th March. Poor old ALLY! He's awfully keen about 
getting the amount up to £200. Do try your best, all of you, to 
sve that he’s not dienppointed, and remember, sage this is the 
last time of asking. now, good boys aud girls, let's have the 
spondulicks without any more delay, 

s¢ 
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THE crammed-up state of Drury Lane Theatre on Thursday and 
Friday evenings proves, beyond a doubt, that Mr. Red-Hot-Poker- 
Harry-Payne is as great a favourite as ever. His annual benefit, or 
benefits, as he had two nights, brought any amount of oof into 
Harry's pocket, and he retired home, accompanied by A. SLOPER, 
to 322 Camden Road, a napenee and richer man. Won't anybody 
get up a benefit for ALLY ee 
s 


CONSIDERABLE excitement prevails at the “Friv.,” in conse- 
quence of the preparations for the new burlesque, The title has 
not at present been divulyed, 2 
but it is understood that Tootsie 
will have at least five lines, and 
that neither Tottie, Lardi or 
Nellie will play thinking parts. 
Get a stall for the fortnight? 
Bless you, no! they're all booked 
by the chappies months in ad- 
vance, No, your only chance is 
to get up early and take your 
chance in the pit, 


* 

SELL’s Swimming Club, pre- 
sided over by that past-master 
in Advertising Matters, Henry 
Sell, is getting things in order 
for the ensuing season, The 
Most important move up to now 
is securing A, SLOPER as a 
mtron, Mr. LK. J. Coleman, the 
lon, Secretary and Treasurer, 
hopes to get the FLO.M. during 
the year to take a few lesson; 
in the art of natation, but faint 
hopes of success are held out at 
“The Sloperies,” 

* 
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THE Mildewed Fabric has also 
become a patron of Sell’s Cricket 
Club, on the distinct understand- 
ing that he is to play in all the 
matches during the season, 
Mr. Arthur White, the Hon. Sec., on behalf of the club, agreed at 
once, but he thinks it not unlikely that they'll lose every match 
if ALLY persists in his mad idea. The love of sport is su strong 
in the Old "Un—too strong for some people, in fact, 


(Saturday, March 18, 1°¢3 


A CHRONICLE OF CURIOUS EVENTS. 
A CALENDAR POR THK WEEK ENDING 25TH MARCH, 1873, 
eae 

10th March, 1828.—Some people who lived near to Blac. 
side-end Hill, in the parish of Sorn, Ayrshire, having on 1). 
morning of this day observed something like an open quarry, 1 «:; 
the skirts of that hill, which had not been perceptible on the»... 
ceding day, went to the spot, where they found, to their aston; 
ment, an excavation in the po GOft. long, 40ft. broad, and 11; ; 
in depth ; and that the earth scooped out was not scattered ron),| 
the pit, but thrown down at one place, at 120ft. distance from |) 
hole or cavity ; and that part of the earth remained in lumps «: 
from three to six feet equare, with many stones of some huni: | 
weight. The earth on the sides and bottom of the pit remained ti), 
and solid, without rent or aperture, The soil was what is called |,j.. 
moss, or black earth, 9 few inches in thickness, and under 1), 
moss hard till, some of it of a red colour and part of it blue, wi:; 
out any a rance of rock of any kind. The preceding day \ :. 
stormy, with Geahes of lightning. That this excavation had bi, 
effected by the invisible and irresistible powers of electricity cant: 
admit of doubt ; and it is probable that the earth had been p...j- 
tively and the atmosphere negatively charged at the same j:,,.. 
when the explosion happened. 


20th March, 1835.—Under this date, Raikes tells how a 
surgeon named Basscal and a married lady, with whom he had 
eloped, put up at a furnished hotel in the Rue Neuve St. Augusti:, 
Paris, with a determination of committing suicide. Almost imi. 
diately after their arrival, they called for some hot water, and 1). 
young woman put her feet in it while Basscal opened the veins i, 
both er legs. This mode not being oy rapid, he admini-- 
tered to her a powerful dose of acetate of morphine, and the pois. 
acting too slowly, he poor a dagger twice into her heart, a: 
then stabbed himself three times. e dying groans of the youn: 
lady brought in the neighbours at the moment she expired, Th. 
surgeon, however, survived—for what fate is not mentioned. 


2ist March, 1827.—Under this date, Hone gives an avec. 
dote about a young mental calculator, A ene snuff-taker and 
good mathematician said to him: “If I take so many (a given 
quantity) of pinches of snuff every quarter of an hour, how many 
inches shall 1 have taken in fifteen years?” The young gentleman 
n little more than a minute gave the answer, which, however, 
when worked out on paper was pronounced erroneous, Upon he:r- 
ing which, the calculator asked the snuff-taker if he had allowed 
for the leap years, and was poguested to add them, when the 
calculator’s answer was found to be correct toasingle pinch, to th: 
no small astonishment and delight of the assembled party.” 


22nd March, 1687.—This day, Jean Baptiste Lully, the 
eminent musical composer, died at Paris, The Chevalier Guiss, 
when he was but ten years old, sent him to Paris to Mdlle. de 
Montpensier, who had commissioned him to find her some pretty 
little Italian boy as page. His face and fi did not please her, 
and she made him an under ecullion. Accidentally being overheard 
in the kitchen playing on an old fiddle, he was instructed in music 
and became Court musician, 


23rd March, 1868.—Miss Marie Litton this day made her 
first London ‘appearance as Effie Deans iu Jeanie Deans, 


24th March, 1754.— Peak Forest was an_ extra-parochial 
church, in which people were formerly married without banns or 
licence. The reverend gentleman married at all hours, and if any 
were unprovided with aring, he twisted a bit of straw asaring,and 
married therewith. Thomas Redfern and Mary Culon were marric'! 
on the above date, and were the last wedded by that custom, The 
High Peak was formerly infested by wolves. John le Wolfhurst, 
who died during the reign of Edward II., held one messuage and 
fifteen acres of lind by the service of taking wolves in the Peak of 
Derbyshire. 


25th March, 1770.—This day Bill Darts entered the lis: 
with a competitor of formidable name—Death (Stephen Oliver). 
It was a well-con fight, Oliver proving extremely game 
and skilful; but the superior strength and weight of Dart’s hit: 
overcame the darts of Death, and the namesake of the universal 
conqueror fell before Bill’s victorious arm. 


THE SIGHTS O’ LONDON. 

My spouse's twelve relations 
To see us came from Leed:, 

And much they tried my paticuce 
By gorging copious feeds. 

Yet grew I far more “shirty” 
When they exclaimed to me, 

Of course you'll take us, Bertie, 
The London sights to see!” 

And for a fortnight—blow them !— 
| dragged them up and dewn 

From morn till night, to show them 
The sights o’ London Town! 


At last they’ve left me mourning, 
Dead-broke, and nearly dead ; 

So send I timely warning 
To those about to wed 

Trovincial girls. “I press you, 
My friends, to settle not 

In London Town, unless you 
ifave such good-nature got 

That you, with: pious patience, 
Can spend your last half-crown 

To show your wife's relations 
The sights o’ London Town!" 

———_s>—— 


ANANIAS SECUNDUS. 

IT was getting very late, and something Apprcach De dulness 
was creeping over the little party at the Cat and Crumpet. Evia 
tarradidales are apt to pall after awhile, and, as our local fish liar. 
and the dog-romancer from down the village, had long ago dei 
their worst, the members of our little Personal Anecdote Club were 
getting their overcoats on. 

“One more drink, 2 deoch and doris,” demanded old M:)(* 
Lobbe-Sturboxxe, a fine old retired fire-eater, who had recent!y 
settled down amongst us, ~ 

“What, another, Major? Why, that's all you think of—booz. 

“Very likely, my lad, very likely. You see, I've seen a good «ct! 
of hard drinking inthe Army. I remember once——" 

With one accord we all eat down again, for whenever the Mj" 
“remembered once,” we knew that a corker was coming. 

“1 remember once,” continued the fine old warrior, “being 0! 
road-surveying, and one of the young fellows I had under me ¥ > 
about the worst a mga I ever saw. His everlasting thir-t » 
perfectly uncontrollable. We were surveying the road from Bui! 
Jinjam to Wallahparoonah, and 1 handed him the instrumen!-'" 
tnke some levels, when suddenly, on looking round, there I saw |: 
Iving on the ground, in the shade behind one of the eleph:''- 
blind, speechless—paralytic drunk ! Of course I went up to wh!" 
he was, and the first thing 1 noticed were the instruments !):': 
broken beside him.” 

“ But didn’t you notice he was boczed when you gave them |” 
him?” 

“He wasn't then.” er . 

« Didn't you think he'd got a bottle hidden inside his tunic : 

* No, nor had he.” 

“Why, then, how the—?” . mm 

“Ul tell you, boys, In his mad desire for liquor, he'd actuu's 
Droken off the tops of the spirit-levels and swallowed the content 
as true as ['im—-" ie 

But his solemn declaration was drowned in the loud scufllins « 
boots making for the door, and the pure unsullied night, 
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Saturday, March 18, 1893.} 


SPRING’S FAIRY. 


It being reported we soon 
shall have Spring again, 
Spriog with its birds and 


uda, 
Make ready to welcome the 
birds that will sing again, 
Likewise the nice new 
spuds ; 
And also the weather, which 
always is Summer-like, 
Save when ‘tis suow and 


ice, 
And the bursting of pi 
which makes on Teal 
plumber-like, 
With language not precise. 
So ALLY bursts forth as the 
Spring's Poet Laureate, 
That’s why he dons the 


8, 

Thou Isto tell you the truth, 
they his brows much 
excoriate, 

Blisters they often raise, 

But though having ‘scaped 
from the season of shorter 
day, 


ns, 


Nature with giadness grins 

‘Tis true that the Springtime brings also a Quarter-day,— 
Moon-shooting then begins, 
ee 


TO BE SURE! 
“An me!” sighed Mrs, Clumberbumb, as she laid her paper in 
ier lap, “how things does denominate in this ‘ere world, to be sure. 
ice upon a time it was the lords and ladies that went in for 
hawkin’, and now it’s on'y the custers as does it.” 
S  aaanaE EEE Sane 


AND GEORGIE SIMMERED. 

Yes, there could no longer be any doubt of it. She was deceiving 
im—she, the fair bride of but three short months, upon whom 
he had lavished the whole wealth of his great loveand the majority 

is screw, was wilfully, deliberately deceiving him, scheming 
ith all the cunning of the serpent to wreck his short-lived happi- 
ness, bring ruin and desolation upon his hire-purchased and happy 
home, True, her manner had not apr ia towards him. He was 
till her “own darling George.” She still waved him adieu, greeted 
jin with a kiss, as in the first blissful days before this sorrow had 
allen upon his life; but for some time there had been a certain 
iervous hesitation in her manner, a subtle something, he scarce 
uew what, which made him doubt her, and now, now his 
ispicions had received only too certain confirmation. That 
norhning he 
iad marked the 
uilty haste 
vith which she 
jad) concealed 
certain letter, 
he letter, un- 
yuestionably 
€ the villain 
yvho had 
obbed him of 
her love, and 
how, during 
her brief ab- 
ence, he would 
nravel this 
nystery, would 
earn the worst. 
ere must be 
rs of his 
ve missives, 
‘sy he would 
ied them, 
onfront’ her 
ith their shameful testimony, and, with trembling hands, he 
presake the scissors in the effort to force her wardrobe drawer lock. 

Anite: 


Dt 


{ gnane voice upon the threshold. 
George turns upon her quickly, “Ask yourself, rather, woman,” 
4 “ays sternly, “how dare you look me in the face with this letter 
‘ our—your——" 

’ From my dressmaker,” is the interruption. “ Well, the fact of 
is, George, L thought you'd be angry with me for getting a gown 
yscon after our marriage. Why, you dear old fellow! you don't 
wan to Bay you're hot cross wie me after all? There, do be 
ireful, or you'll rumple my hair.” 
And as George devoted himself to the task of restoring things 
order, he correctly opined that he had got off cheaply. 

—— 


GIRLS OF THE “FRIV.” 
No, 90.—AURELIA Joyce. 
I woucp I were the little bird 
That in Aurelia's bower is heard 
Low warbling forth its morning psalm, 
While perched upon Aurelia’s palm, 


T would I were yon breakfast cup 
That to her lips is lifted up, 

Yet gains no inkling of the bliss 
Begotten of Aurelia’s kiss. 


I would I were the western breeze 

That rushes from the sobbing trees, 

And quits the murmuring flowers to seck 
And gambol with Aurelia’s cheek. 


I would I were the cigarette 

That twixt her luscious lips is sct.: 
The lapdog that Aurelia leads, 
The novelette Aurelia reads, 


I would I were the watch so gay 

That ticks its tiny soul away 

uae deems itself supremely blest) 
lose, close to dear Aurelia’s breast, 


I would I were Aurelia'’s spouse ; 

She'd clear those debts of several thous, 
That I’ve at Monte Carlo made, 

So well is fair Aurelia paid! 


——_>—__—_. 


ANOTHER NOVELTY. 

THE latest invention is the new patent 
pocket gas-generator. By means of this any 
i young woman who desires to have her crin- 
ne distended can, by means of the expansion ofthe oxygen beneath 
skirts, produce any circumference she may think fit, “The 
cess is harmless, healthy, and art ic, and can be strongly recom- 
eed to ladies who wish to s} ily adapt themselves to the 
pid changes of local fashion.” (Sve advt.). 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 
THE EDITOR'S LETTER-BOX. 


7 HOLLAND PaRK RoapD, KENSINGTON, W., arch 4, 183 
_MY DEAR SLoPER,—I! am much indebted to vou for the honous 
you have done me by conferring upon me your much-coveted 

Order of Merit."—Believe me, Lam very proud to subscribe myself 
yours very sincerely, PHIL MAY, F.O.S, 


Briston, Marek 6, 1893. 

DEAR ALLY,—I Was surprised and pleased last week at finding 
what apparently is an effigy of one of your ancestors, under one of 
the miserere seats in Exeter Cathedral. (1 inciose my sketch.) 
You will observe there is a crown on the head instead of the 
fashionable hat you usually wear, 1 don't think this crown can be 
mistaken fora “halo.” The hands are very curious—one appears 
to be scratching the head, whi!st the other is beckoning for some- 
thing—probably “ Unsweetened.” Oh, ALLY! These seats appear 
to be of the Decorated Period, é.¢., 1300 to 1100, | am sure you 
must feel proud at being abie at least to trace your family to this 
period.—Believe me, yours truly, PLPPIT 


—_——_¢—___. 


SLOPER’S VAGARIES. 
No, 157.—He Censures THE SNAKE-SLAYER. 


Not only in Old Anglia’s folk, 

Not only in each Scottish bloke 

And Welshman bold, the Blear-eycd Moke 
Paternal interest takes : 

He loves with an affection vast 

Those hardy tribes whose lot is cast 

Where, close on fifteen centuries past, 
St. Patrick slew the sunkes. 


S 


So, ere St. Patrick's Day got here, 
‘Twas told to all his readers dear 
Whose fathers trod the favoured sphere 
Of whisky, spuds and wakes, 
That in the Square, on March seventeen, 
A mammoth meeting he'd convene, 
To keep the sacred memory green 
Of him who slew the snakes, 


From England, Ireland, Yankeeland, 

From every clime, a countless band 

Of Paddies joined that concourse grand ; 
And SLOPER said, “ It makes 

M? glad to see these myriads here. 

Come, let's, with music shrill and clear, 

Procesh through all the town, and cheer 
The saint who slew the snakes!” 


So they procenes all London round, 
And each good patriot forced the Mound 
To quench and slake his thirst profound 
With oft and copious slakes. 
And ALLY, who is always fain 
Free drinks and gratis jinks to gain, 
Still eulogised in fulsome strain 
The saint who slew the snakes, 


But when the glorious day had fled, 
And SLOPER lay upon his bed, 
Huge oo writhed about his head 

rom Satan's deepmost lakes, 
And, with delirium tremens faint, 
He cried, “ Confound this Irish saint ! 
He's but a hollow fraud! HE AIN'T 

GoT POWER TO SLAY NO SNAKES!" 


ALLY SLOPER'’S 
CHRISTMAS APPBHAL 
FOR THE DESTITUTE POOR OF LONDON. 


SUBSCRIPTIONS ACKNOWLEDGED LAST WEEK, £187 12s. 10.0, 
Sinck RECEIVED:—-ALLY SLoren, Esq, F.O.M. (Weekly Donation), £1, 
Louisa, 2s. 6d.; Tuk BRCTIVE SCHNEIDERS, 4s.; G. A. ForpuaM, 3s. 
EDWARD STILES ELY (Chicago), 4s. 
Making a total received up to March 7th, 1893, £189 4s. 4d. 


“THE BREAD OF SORROW.” 


(* People who stay here long,” said a workman in a workhouse, “ go 
dotty."— Star.) 

JEERS and sneers, that smart on sinart 
Multiply in wounded heart— 
Petty vengeance slily ta’en 
Naughty looks of cold disdain— 
Scorn that cuts one like a knife, 
T.oss of all that's sweet in life— 
Everywhere the thought unsaid 
That ‘twere well if one were dead— 
Ceaseless sorrow, dull despair— 
Who must needs such fardels bear? 
That's in many a place, God wot ! 
Poor pale pauper's piteous lot ! 


Peer, philanthropist, and prince— 
Generous mortals who evince 

Interest in our fate—may pass 

Through our homes, Alas! alas! 
Where's the good?) They cannot read 
Shattered souls, and hearts that bleed. 
Where's the good?) They cannot know 
How the tear-tloods nightly flow. 
Where's the good?) They cannot guess 
What no pauper dares express, 
Where's che good! It strikes them not 
How, in many a wretched spot, 

Pining pauper’s piteous lot 

Drives pale pauper of his dot! 


BEAUTIFUL SPRING! 


‘T18 springtime once more, and a young man’s fancy lightly turns 
to thoughts of love. And lo! the street-stalls are covered with 
daffodil and narcissus, and Tootsie, strolling in the back yard, 
blusheth as her ankles are retlected on the shining leaves of the 
golden crocus. Aud ALLY, too—the great, the good, the virtuous, 
the immortal gin-shifter, who cellareth the “best” beneath his 
waistcoat buttons—alas! he finds that the sivong rays of the sun 
show up the defects of his gay apparel ; and lo! he burnisheth his 
raiment with benzine, and Snatcher sneezeth as he inhaleth the 
gaseous vapour, and basketh with delight, and the domestic grim- 
alkins fly with terror. “'Tis springtime,” says ALLY. “Soon ‘twill 
be summer, and we shall be a-cooling the ice-chuuks in our smallest 


twopenn’orths !"” 
——— 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS. 


Why is a cross-grained SANG Eve ae sneaker of other 
le’s writings ?— Because he's a play-jeeris 

PTH antaute ne rmite of a child ia able to wield a pen, it's 
co npelled to make a bet.—To wit, the alpha-bet. ‘ 

Not a Comedy, yet a very “ Troll” play: The Master Builder. 

AT what theatre can you see a good deal of shillings and two- 
shilling pieces together?—At the Gaicty: Arthur Roberts and 
Floring St, John. 
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CLARA’S HEROES. 
Romancr or To-Day.) 
_o 
CHAPTER TEL 

CHARLES MANIFRED STEEDMAN was lazily sipping his cots 
on the morning after the incident at the “Friv.,” and was equally 
lazily scanning the 
morning = paper 
Several letters lay on 
the table beside him, 
but he was evidently 
in no hurry to make 
acquiintance with 
their contents, When 
he did turn to them, 
it was witha bored air. 

“ Martin, tailor and 
clothier,” he mut- 
tered, a8 he opened 
one. “Hum! ‘be glad 
of a remittance.’ So 
would I, Martin must 
wait; 80 also must 
‘Smith, bootmaker to 
her Majesty.’ ‘Cash 
and Co., jewellers, are 
unable to supply the 
jewellery in question, 
and would beg to in- 
close their account.’ 
Well, 1 must transfer 
my custom elsewhere, 
Duns —all duns —all 
Wantingnioney Stet: 
one wants money in 
this world, and so do 
1; and what is more 
to the purpose, I'll 
have to get it precious 
soon, or the fat will bein the fire. If things go on like this for 
another few months I shall go stone-broke and have to make n 
bolt of it. Could I but push matters with the Mortimer, I'd be all 
right, but—come in.” This last in answer to a knock at the door. 

“A person is below, who says he wishes to speak to you, sir,” 
said Steedman’s servant, entering. ¥ 

“Show him up,” said Mr, Steedman, as the man retired. 
“Probably a writ. As well to have it here as outside. Less scandal. 
Decidedly a writ!” he muttered, as a seedy -looking stranger 
entered the room, 

a - r Steedman 2” said the stranger, in decidedly Irish accents. 

es, 

“Me name is Harris, Sor, I've got to thank ye in the name ov 
an uncle an’ ov humanity 
in general.” 

“Doesn't look 
writ after all,” 

“You saved me dar- 
lin’s loife last night at the 
‘Friv.,’ an’ if it’s iver in 
me power to show me 
gratitude, | will.” 

“Ah! yes; your—”" 

“Niece.” 

“Oh, niece; she is in 
the ballet at the Friv.?" 

“She is — in the rear 
rank—not a place that's 
equal to her merit, but 
she will rise.” 

“Is she at all hurt?" 

“Sor, she is. She's 
badly burned—not dang: r- 
ously, but enough to rind 
a guardian’s heart who 
witnesses the torture of 


(A 


Lazily sipping his coffee, 


like a 


his cheeild. “Twas the 
manager who tould me 


yer name, sor, May angels 
guard yer bed for yer 
gallant deed.” 

“My name! How the 
deuce did he kuow my 
hame?” 

“He got yer card, sor; 
and yer name is for ever 
engraved on the heart of an Irish gintleman, who has seen better 
days, ye may belave me, sor.” 

“By Jove,” muttered Steedman, under his breath, “if this isnt 
a funny outcome of our mistake last evening. That exchange 
of cloaks last night has got me the credit of Lawlor's hervic jump, 
He gave the manager my card. However, I don't know that it’s 
any business of mine to correct mistakes,” he inwardly added, and 
then, turning to Mr. Harris, he remarked, “I'm pleased to hear 
there is nothing serious the matter with the young lady. It might 
have proved a nasty accident. I am pleuaed that she escaped so 
easily. 

“T was sure yer would, sor, an’ I'll be pleased to tell her so, 

Jet ween gentlemen, sor—I am ina little ult of a difficulty about 
a most ridiculous matter—only a small matter of half a crown—it's a 
most ridiculous 
thing to one who 
has hundreds of 
acres in his own 
—thank ye, sor! 
T'll give you an 
1.0.U.—you 
won't?) Yer a 
gintleman, sor, 
and understand a 
gintleman’'s 
needs, Good 
mornin’, sor; 
good — mornin’.” 
And Mr. Harris 
took his deeply- 
grieved avun- 
cular bosomaway 
toaneighbouring 
bar, and soothed 
his thirst. 

“T've gota half- 
crown’s worth of 
glory out of that 
transaction, Had 
1 known that he 
was going to 
strike ome for 
cach I'd have 
denied the rescue, 
'Twould = have 
been all the 
game, T daresay, 
though,” he cone 


A seedy-looking strauger. 


Complete! his toilet. 


tinned. “I’veno . ; : 
doubt he would have borrowed the cash just because T wasn't the 
man.” 


Then Charles M. Steedman leisurely completed his toitet, and 
sauntered away to make calls and to seek such amusement ag 
ight fall to his let. 

(To be continued neat week) 


8F ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


THE “F.OS.” PORTRAIT GALLERY. | 


SPITEFUL. 


No, 299.—Mit. MaRcUS STONE, A.R.A., F.O.S. 


“Commencing life in the orthodox method and long clothes, 
the talented hero of this week's sketch gave early evidence of his 
artistic abilities by execnting a ‘study’ in black and white with 
a piece of charcoal upon the drawing-room wall-paper. His 
maternal progenitor having, unfortunately, no taste for art, little 
arcus was packed off to boarding-school, where for a time he 
grew in wisiow and beauty, until a truthful, if uncomplimentary, 
sketch of tie head master on the blackboard led to his somewhat = [-— 
abrupt departure. We have mentioned that the paternal Stone 
had no sympathy with his offepring’s passion for brush and pencil, 
and for a time our hero moped iu saducss, aud at one period had, 
we are given to understand, very serious thoughts of becoming a 
strect artist and decorating the pavement with highly-coloured 
representations of fishes, oranges and shipwrecks. A fortunate 
introduction, however, to A. SLOPER smoothed away all difficul- 
ties, and the Eminent soon put the youthful painter in the right 
path, which he has since followed with gratifying results, Chiefly 
because he's an eminent artist, he was created F.O.S., and the 
‘Sloper Award of Merit’ presented to him May 8th, 1886,"— 
Debrett Improved, 


He. That is Mrs, Bornrich, who has just gone on the stage. 
She. On! I do want to see her act badly, 
He. She always does that. 


Dapairing Artist, Look here, Maulstick, if we have more of 
this black weather, we shall have to chuck the profession up 
and take to photography. 


——_ 


(1) Little Billy Clodpole (to his friend). Look ‘ere, *Lija, let's ‘ave a barney with old 
Parsnip’s new scarecrow ‘ere.” 'Lya. Take an’ chuek it in tie river—eh ?— 
(2) “ Down she goes! Proper good diver, aint she?" (3) “Oh! Please, sir! 
Ow, ow, yow! Run fast, sir! Run! 'Ere’s a lovely gal fell in the water! She'sa 
drowndin’ fast as hever was! Lok slippy, sir! Come on !"——(4) John Jack Hook 


PRACTICE MAKES PERFECT. 


= aS 
AS 


Two individuals who have strong objection to both Home Rule + 
and Coercion, 


NATURAL PHILOSOPHY. 7 
Dr. Rodwill, Name the quickest conductor of sound: that has 
come under your notice, Tomkins 
Tomkins (with lively recul ections of posterior zains), The light- 
ning “rod,” ductor, 


Adorer, Darling one, I swear youare, indeed, my first love, 


Adored One. Anybody can tell that, for you kiss so much more 
awkwardly than any of my other sweethearts, 


No. 53,— Patience, 


(Saturday, March 18, 1893, 


HELPING THE GARDENER. 


Result—A dead cat, a wounded dog, the destruction 
a hothouse, the uprooting of sundry valuable plants a), | 
an upset generally. 


—<———. —_ 


SHOE LANE EMBASSY TO PONGOLAND! 


Designed by and inserted in the “ IL.-H.” on the respou-i 
bility of the office-boy. 


UNREWARDED GALLANTRY. 


(with hasty valvur), All mght, my boy, I see her. Great Scott! Off comes tl 
coat! Ill save her or die." ——(5) Shlash! “He, he, he! Ho, ho, ho! Ha, la. 
ha !"" ete.—(6) Gallant Rescuer (gasping). Fear not, fair maiden! You are savei! 
I will—eh? What the —-! Who the ——-! Blank! blank!! blank!!!" ct. 
Highly satisfuctory and perfectly successful termination of the “ birney.” 


SLOPER’S KISSED. 


Ne meeniiers 
Short-nghted Old Gent. (running after what he thinks 
‘3 = to be the red light of a tram, but which is tn reality 4 
os doctor's red lamp). Hi! stop! 
Coster, All right, eee, That ain't a goin’ to ra 
away—no bloomin’ fear |! 


London: Printed by DALZIEL BROTUEKS, at their Camden Press, High Street, N.W., and P.blished by the Proprietor, GILBERT DALZIEL, at “ The Sloperies,” 99 Shoe Lane, London, E.C,—Saturday, March 14, 149%, 
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